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above the stove. If you reached one of these havens late at night
you found the air steamy from drying apparel and noisy with the
snores of men. In Nome and along this route I ate sour-dough bread
and biscuits for the first time. Sour-dough bread is so good, I
wonder that our city bakers don't include it in their offerings.
We reached the Kjougarock property on July 5, just in time to
witness the aftermath of a tragedy. North of us was Taylor Creek,
and here there was one of the road-houses such as I have just
described. The day before our arrival being Independence Day, the
transient boarders at the road-house celebrated in the only way
possible for them to celebrate there—at the bar.
This celebration was especially wet, because a miner of the neigh-
bourhood had found a fifty-dollar nugget in his washing-pan and
came to the road-house that day to spend it By afternoon the general
spree reached the horse-play stage, the gang's drunken idea of good
clean fun being to head up the nugget-finder in an empty pork
barrel and roll him around. It occurred to them presently that
it would be even more fun to roll him down the twenty-foot cue
bank of the creek. The stream was at freshet stage, and the man
drowned because his companions were too drunk to help him.
Until we got our own camp buildings up, we stayed at this road-
house. The engineering job was to run a ditch from Taylor Creek
to the mine, a distance of fourteen miles. This work took all summer
because of the character of the country. Our nearest town was the
Bering Strait settlement of Teller, fifty miles away, and we wena
there for our supplies. I may note at this point that when the com-
pany later began to work the Kougarock Mine, it fizzled out and
never amounted to anything.
"Xt one tiny, during the summer, the other engineers went down
to Teller, leaving me alone at Kougarock with nothing to do for
three days. There was an Irish prospector trying to develop a
placer claim not far away, and he had asked me to survey a ten-
mile ditch-line for him. Single-handed, he expected to dig a ditch
eventually and thus get a head of water that would enable him to
wash gold in profitable quantities. I took this opportunity to do
him, the favour he asked.
When I had his line staked out, he wanted to pay me, but I
refused, knowing that he was none too prosperous. Besides, I had

